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New-startled blush of Flora I                            5

The grief of pale Aurora,
Who will contest no more,
Haste, haste, to strow her floor.

Vermilion ball that's given

From lip to lip in heaven;                              10

Love's couch's coverled,
Haste, haste, to make her bed.

Dear offspring of pleas'd Venus
And jolly plump Silenus,

Haste, haste, to deck the hair                     15

Of th' only sweetly fair.

See! rosy is her bower,
Her floor is all this flower,

Her bed a rosy nest

By a bed of roses press'd.                            20

But early as she dresses,

Why fly you her bright tresses ?

Ah! I have found I fear:

Because her cheeks are near.

GRATIANA DANCING AND SINGING

SEE ! with what constant motion,
Even and glorious as the sun,

Gratiana steers that noble frame,
Soft as her breast, sweet as her voice
That gave each winding law and poise,                   5

And swifter than the wings of Fame.

She beat the happy pavement
By such a star made firmament,

Which now no more the roof envies,
But swells up high with Atlas ev'n,                       10

Bearing the brighter, nobler heav'n,

And, in her, all the deities.

Each step trod out a lover's thought
And the ambitious hopes he brought,